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were not aflame. They did not rank as acts. The
burning books that rank as acts and devour like
purifying fire must be endowed with other qualities.

Such books appear to have been very few, though,
in a rapid survey, one is likely to overlook sonic. In
all minds there will arise at once the great memory
of Swift's Drapier's Letters, passionately uttering the
simple but continually neglected law that " all govern-
ment without the consent of the governed is the very
definition of slavery/' Carlyle's French Revolution
and Past and Present burnt with similar flame ; so did
Ruskin's Unto this Last and the series of Fors Clavigera ;
so did Mazzini's God and the People, Karl Marx's
Kapital, Henry George's Progress and Poverty, Tolstoy's
What shall we do ? and so did Proudhon's Qu'est a>
que la PropriM ? at the time of its birth, Nor from
such a list could one exclude Uncle Tom's Cabin, by
which Mrs. Beecher Stowe anticipated the deed of
Harper's Ferry nine years before it came.

These are but few books and few authors. With
Lord Motley's three thrown in, they still fall far short
of a score. Readers will add other names, other
books that ranked as acts and burnt like fire/ To
their brief but noble roll, I would also add one name,
and one brief set of speeches or essayfi that hardly
made a book, but to which Lord Morley himself, at all
events, would not be likely to take exception, lie
mentioned Burke's famous denunciation of Rousseau,
and, indeed, the natures and aspects of no two dis-
tinguished and finely-tempered men could well be
more opposed. But none thefless, I believe that in
Burke, before growing age and growing fears and habits
chilled his blood, there kindled a fire consuming in its
indignation, and driving him to words that, equally